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This Was What | Wanted..Right? 


Author's Notes: 
i like taking readers places people do vividly go. i like to paint a picture. hope u like. 


CHAPTER I:THIS IS WHAT | WANTED..RIGHT? 
IZZY'S POV 


Fuck the sun. | groan and roll onto my stomach which is churning for a fix already and hide under the pillow. | 
feel movement in the bed next to me. Hum, apparently | hadnt slept alone last night. | turn my head and lift 
the pillow up for a peek. Bleach blonde with roots showing, nice ass though. Typical groupie. | must have blacked 
out before | could get rid of her. | never trusted when these sluts stayed all night. Many mornings | had 
awakened to find things missing, namely money or dope. You just dont fuck with a mans money or dope. As she 
disappears into the bathroom | quickly check to make sure all my shit was there. Luckily it is. | hear the 


shower kick on so | take this as an opportune time to get a fix. 


As Im cooking it up for some reason | get a flashback of me and Axl, just kids in Layfayette. 


"Man as soon as | graduate Im fucking out of here. LA Here | come!" My voice had been so blissfully care free. 
"Wish | could go with you Iz.” 
"Hey, come find me any time man" 


Yeah thats how it went. Axl found me. It took six months, but he did it. By then | was already doing this shit. | 
tie off my arm and steady the needle over my vein. Axl had seemed so shocked the first time he ever saw 
me shoot up. | think he looked even more shocked to find out | was a dealer. Not the same Izzy you 


remembered huh Axl? Once | introduced him to coke he just went with it. 


| began concentrating on finding an uncalloused spot on the vein to give me a shot of blood back. This was 
becoming difficult after how long Id been shooting it now. Plus | shot coke too. Finally just as | hear the shower 


cut off | see my rewarding cloud of blood in the syringe. | untie my arm and slowly inject in the golden bliss. 


Mmmmm, | just want to sit and enjoy but | know a groupie will be out of the bathroom any second. | hide my 
gear and pretend so be asleep still. thankfully she just gets her shit and leaves quietly. 


Thats what | like about some of these groupies, they know when to leave. The fan girl type want to linger long 
as they can. Sometimes | miss the whole boyfriend girlfriend thing from high school. | miss how in love you 
seem. There is no love in rock n roll. Play fast, live fast, drink fast, fuck fast, die fast. Sex was just a carnal 
need anymore. | didnt even think about it really. Women threw themselves at me. Dope, coke, and Whiskey 
usually made it seem like a good idea at the time. But it was empty. It was sleazy. It was fast. | missed making 


out and the whole build up. But | take what | can get, and | get alot. 


| drag my ass out of the bed and stagger into the bathroom to take a piss. | feel like | have my head stuck 
inside of Steven's drum while he's playing. Guess | didnt dose myself well enough. Nothing a little whiskey wont 
fix. | cant be too trashed gotta do an interview for MTV. | dont know why they need me. | say like 5 words 
usually. Like anyone would notice me. Axl and Slash command the stage and chicks dig Duff. Me, Im the quiet 
one who gets the leftovers. But beggars cant be choosers and | had certainly been a beggar, thief, liar, and 
just about every bad thing listed in the ‘thou' shalt nots’. 


| flush toilet and cross over to the mirror. | rest my hands on it trying to take a shock wave from the smack. 
| drug my heavy head up to look in the mirror. Was that even me? Im ghostly white. Im skin and bones. My 
hair is a greasy mess that has began holding lint. The black lines below my eyes make it look like | was recently 
been punched in the nose. 


If | were the bleach blonde that just crept out of here | wouldnt have fucked me. 


But then | forget. Im Izzy Stradlin of Guns N Roses. | would get laid no matter what..which actually got a bit 
boring at times.lonely perhaps. but hey this was the rock and roll dream I'd wanted so bad.right? Now | had it. 


| let out a sigh and decided | should probably shower for a change. There was no telling how long it had been 
Plus | didnt want to offend the interviewer with the smell of sweat, stale booze, and pussy. 


Same ‘ol Same ‘ol 
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CHAPTER 2 SAME ‘OL SAME ‘OL 


Great. All the fuckin guys bailed on the interview. Sure leave it to Izzy. They only do this shit because they 
know | hate it. Sons of bitches. I'm not a talker unless you catch me coked out and drunk l'm both now, but not 


that much. 

Hummm wonder which of those fucks | can retaliate on first? Duff is easy, hide his vodka. Slash, hide his 
guitar strings. Steven.hell Steven isn't smart enough to come up with a plan like this. Which leaves Axl, most 
likely the main conspirator against me. Its not easy to get Ax back. He don't take it too well when the jokes on 


him. 


About that time the reporter strolled in in 6 inch heels, leather skirt and some black see through top. Humm 
is this for me? She was probably expecting the entire band. Her skimpy outfit was probably for Axl. 


"Mr. Stradlin," She smiled down to me with red lips and waaaaay too much eyeliner. She extends a hand out to 


me. 
"Natalie Dexter from Kerrang." 

| shake her hand and nod. 

"Would you like a drink?" She motions to a mini bar behind me. 

She's done fucked up now. I'm to the bar in one movement taking something like a nanosecond. | grab a bottle 
of burbon and climb over the back of the couch and plop down before her again She chuckles at me. Yeah 


yeah..'m cute.l'm Izzy Stradlin, yeah | know her type. If | don't charm her the band gets a bad review. | can be 


charming, believe it or not. | just usually ain't. 
"So Mr. Stradlin." 
‘Izzy's fine," | correct her. "Mr. Stradlin makes me sound like some old ass teacher or something." 


"Ok," she blushes. 


Blushing..great..she likes me. 


"So you're from Indiana?" 

Only been asked that like a zillion times. | nod and swill down the bourbon. 
"Wow, you can really put it back," she motions to the bottle. 

| just shrug and run my finger around the rim of the bottle. 

"You write really great songs Izzy" 

"Axl helps sometimes," | sighed. BORING. 

"So then tell me how you came up with the last name Stradlin" 

| give her a half smirk, "Easier to show you honey.” 


Blushing again.putty in my hands. Fuck this interview shit. Right now fucking some stuck up journalist trying to 
be sexy seemed more fun 


Female journalists all wanted to fuck us anyway. Most of the time we did fuck them. Wasn't too hard to figure 


out my immediate future. 
So yeah.| fucked her on top of the mini bar. | doused her in booze and licked it off and she acted like she 
hadn't been fucked proper in her life. They tell me I'm pretty fucking good, but how do | know? Maybe they 


say that when | really suck.Nah.|'ve watched toes curl on em. I've been clawed bloody. Had hand fulls of my 
hair ripped out. Had may name screamed out to the roof tops | had to be doing something right..didn't |. 


So | left the interview to meet up with my jackass band members on the bus to whatever the fuck the next 
city we were going to was. After a while they all just ran together. 

"You're late fucker," Axl rolled his eyes at me. 

Really? Axl is going to lecture me about being on fucking time? 

"Uhhh..yeah. The interview you bastards ditched ran over." 

"Fuck Kerrang," Axl almost hisses. 

"Don't worry, | did," | give him a wink. It momentarily makes him chuckle. 


Soon Duff brings out a fat bag of coke. Duff will share anything but his vodka. | fall to my knees by the table 


where he is laying out lines. | grab the straw out of Slash's soda in his hand. 
"Hey man | was still using that," he whines then notices the coke. "Nevermind.its for the greater good and all." 


"Thought you might see my logic," | say as | cut the straw in half. | lean over the lines and vaccume up three 


huge ones. 
"Yeah, sure Iz.help yourself man," Duff sighs and makes out some more lines. 


| hold my head back and sniffle. | sit back in my seat and stare out the window of the bus. Im waiting for the 
drip, which is cool, but Id rather bang it. But now is no time for that. Got shows to do, gotta try to maintain 


My attention is caught by a girl sitting on the side of a freeway on a suitcase. 

"Hey we should give her a ride," | hear Duff say. Duff, always the sweet hero type. 

"She might recognize us," Axl shakes his head. 

"She may fuck us,” Slash smiled slapping my arm. 

"Hey stop the bus!" Duff calls out. 

| lower the window and lean halfway out of it. "Hey you need a ride?!" 

She takes one look at me and shakes her head. Ok, pretty good indication she doesn't recognize me. But then | 
am the long black haired, leather clad stranger asking her to get on a bus with 4 other guys who were worse 
than me. 

"Let me off the bus, | think | scared her," | say leaning back onto the bus. 

| exit the bus and jog back to where she is still sitting. 


| have mace," she nervously says sticking her hand in her face. 


"Woah woah honey.. just thought you might need a ride. You look.stranded." | watch as her eyes begin flooding 
with tears. 


Great..stuck with a crying emotional basket case. Should have sent Duff, he is way more condoling than | am. 
My patience runs thin. 


"You gonna just sit here and cry or are you getting on the bus? We are passing through any city you could 
possibly want to get to anyway." 


"Texas," she says with a shaky voice. 
"Sure if you don't mind a very scenic route..think we play Texas in like. November." 
"Play?" She questions, "You some sort of musician?" 


| slightly chuckle, "Something like that." 


Suddenly the guys all start calling my name and hanging out the windows. 
"Izzy! Dude come on!" 

"Izzy," she says, "That's your name?" 

| smile and nod, ‘Last chance," | say motioning to the bus with my head 


She reluctantly gets up and grabs her suitcase. | lead her to the bus and she climbs aboard. 


The Hitch Hiker 


THE HITCH-HIKER 

As this sweet innocent looking girl gets onto the bus something in my head tells me, ‘Hey fucker, this isn't 
such a good idea’. My head argues back by telling me it was Duff's idea A young girl on a bus with 5 filthy 
drugged out rock stars was no place for this chick to beFar be it though for me to be the one to break the 
news to her. My money was on Slash or Axl to teach her that lesson. 

| cant see her face as we get on the bus but | can just imagine her shock. | can however see 4 sets of eyes 
prowling her like she was the last girl on earth. | clear my throat hoping to break the tension. Duff, who is still 
breaking out lines of coke quickly covers them with a magazine. Slash is all spread out with no shirt on and a 
bottle of Jack held to his chest. All you can see of his face is a very devious grin. Axl is just staring over the 
top of his shades. Steven rushes up with his big puppy dog smile. 

"Hi.l'm Steven," he smiles and extends his hand out to her. Leave it to Steven to be all warm and friendly. 
"Natalia," she says faintly and shakes his hand. 

"Hey how many speeds you got on that suitcase?" Slash drunkenly giggles. 


Duff jumps up to be the hero finally and motions to her suitcase, "Here let me get that for you.lm Duff by 
the way." 


She seems a bit more at ease. Duff has a way of doing that. 


He stuffs her suitcase in a cubby hole and motions to Slash, "Thats Slash..he's just trying to be funny. That's 
Axl over there hoping you don't recognize him. And you met Izzy. 


"You're all musicians?" she asks as she sits down in a spot Duff motions to her. 
"Yeah," Duff smiles, "We're Guns N Roses." 


| sit back down where | had previously been and watch for the recognition on her face but to my surprise 


there is none. Seriously? She's never heard of us? 
"Must be metal or something," she says looking to our clothes and hair. 
"Honey where are you from to have never heard of Guns N fucking Roses?" Slash smirks. 


"T..Texas," she replies. 


Texas..well that explains the southern drawl in her voice. | used to think Indiana was a hick state. Believe me, 


Indiana didn't have shit on fucking Texas. 


"What part?" Duff asked, "I mean its like its own country..it has everything, sandy beaches, blue water, forests, 
mountains, deserts, plains, plateaus, ocean, rivers, lakes." 


‘lm from East Texas..the forests," she shyly says. 


"There no radio stations there?" Slash asks befuddled that hes finally meeting someone who doesn't have a clue 


who he is. 
"Country ones," she nods. 


| cant help but fucking chuckle. Why in the fuck were we sitting with this country bumpkin? Why couldn't she 
be more the groupie type? Somebody could be getting a blow job right about now. 


"How old are you darlin?" | ask just for curiosity sake. She looks younger than all of us for sure. 


"I9," she says unable to look me in the eye. She's fucking lying to me. | have a built in radar for these types of 
things. 


"Really?" | ask my mind preparing to trick her into the truth, "So you were born in ‘67 huh?" 


She nods. 


| smirk and lean toward her, "Try again sweetheart, that'd make you 2l.how old are you really? Its not like we 


give a fuck" 

"IT," she sheepishly says. 

"Hey its got hair on it," Slash drunkenly shrugs. 

Me and Duff both give him the same ‘Would you shut your drunk ass up' look. 
"Are you a run away or something?" Duff asks her sympathetically. 

She just shakes her head no. 


"So we wont be seeing you on a milk carton or in the fucking paper under the headline ‘Missing'?" Axl 


cautiously asks. 


She again shakes her head. 


"So you're headed back home?" Duff asks. 
"Not really, just back to Texas" 

"You're a long way from Texas," | say, "This is.this is-hey Ax, where the fuck are we again?" 

"Idaho fucker," he rolls his eyes at me. 

'Right.anyway.that's a long time to be in our company. Maybe we should drop you off somewhere. closer" 


Awe look at me trying to be all nice and shit. But | know whats in store for country gal if she stays. She has 


no fucking clue what she just got herself into here. 


What Are You Guys Thinking. 

WHAT ARE YOU GUYS THINKING 

| look up to see golden eyes staring back at me. Jesus fucking Christ her eyes are the color of heroin. A 
craving shoots through me as | blink and try to look away. A strand of strawberry blonde hair comes 
untucked from behind her ear. Her skin is pale, almost as pale as mine from the years of smack. But she 
seems sober. | don't think | notice any signs of any dependancies looming over her head. Her fingers aren't even 


tobacco stained. 


Speaking of tobacco, | reach into my shirt pocket and pull out a cigarette. | lite it and just fucking stare her 
down while Steven plays get to know you with her. 


From what she says shes been on her own for a year now. She claims that her parents both died and she 
disappeared to avoid foster care. Hummm. She makes no eye contact at all when she speaks. | cant tell if shes 
lying or ashamed. | already caught her in one lie so naturally now | cant believe a goddamn word that comes 
out of her mouth. 

As | sit there and do what | do best, observe, | can see the filthy thoughts pass through everyone's minds, 
even Duffs. Hello! What are you guys thinking here? She's jail bait you stupid fucks! God Duff, you just had to 
pick her up. Now they're all sitting around like they're fiending and she is the fix. 


Perverted fucks. Yeah yeah, myself included because | cant stop thinking about how tight her IT year 
old.Fucking stop it Iz. 


"So we can like take you to Salt Lake," | pipe up. 

Her eyes float up to meet mine. "Anywhere is fine," she says so softly it makes me fucking feel sorry for her. 
Goddamnit Izzy, grow some balls and get rid of! This girl is just trouble waiting to fucking happen. 

"We cant just fucking leave her Iz," Duff looks at me like | just killed the fucking Easter Bunny. 

"She seems capable of taking care of herself. mean she made it this far." | reply back 


Ok, yes I'm aware | sound like an insensitive jackass, but really I'm trying to do the right thing. Then she 
flashes those intoxicating golden eyes at me again. Ugh..| need a fix. 


"You dance?" | hear Axl ask. 


My eyes cut over to him. Seriously Bro? Please do not ask this chick what | think you're about to ask her. | 


furrow my brows and give him a stern look that clearly says hell no, to which of course he ignores. Come on 


dude! Don't offer her a fucking job. 

'Um.no not really," she shakes her head 

"Too bad.would really love to watch you shake your.” Slash gleams from behind his hair 
| quickly elbow Slash to shut him up. 


"Dude what?" he asks looking at me. Well at least | think he's looking at me. His crazy ass hair is always in his 


face. 

"Shes only IT, thats what" | say. 

"So what dude, like you never did any underage junkies begging you to get em straight" 

Fucking thanks Slash. Lets tell the whole fucking world how | used to be a smack dealer. Yeah Id fucked plenty 
of young junkies in exchange for dope. But damnit that was behind me, and | wasn't very proud of the things | 
had done. 

"Man shut up," | hear Axl coming to my defense. | guess he noticed that ‘I'm about to choke this mother 
fucker’ look in my eyes. None of them have really seen the raging mad side of me except Axl. But then | had 
been heavily medicated since | met them all. 


"Can you sing?" Axl then asks her. 


WHAT THE FUCK MAN?! Why is he still trying to find a job for her? Cant he fucking see that Slash is gonna 


bend her over the seat the second we turn our backs? 

"A little," she nods. 

Fucking great. 

"You wanna try some background vocals?" 

"Me and Duff have it covered,” | cut my eyes over at him again 


"Why are you being such a dick Iz?" Duff asks me. "Axl is just trying to help the girl out till we get her back 


to Texas." 
| jump up, "Fucking idiots," | mumble as | make my way to the bathroom. 


| definately need a fix. I'm getting pissed and her goddamn eyes keep reminding me of that sweet golden liquid 


that makes it all go away. God, what the fuck were they thinking? Well | could take a guess what they were 
thinking. | just hope none of them are that stupid. 


Since When Am | A Tour Guide? 


SINCE WHEN AM | A TOUR GUIDE? 

| passed out for most of the rest of the trip to Salt Lake. When | woke up | had forgotten all about our 
underage passenger. | was quickly reminded when | spotted Slash showing off his playing for her. She was 
smiling at him like he wrote the goddamn shit for her. That smile of hers is so genuinely innocent. Her heroin 
colored eyes are twinkling like fucking stars. Great now l'm up and in a pissed off mood. 

| was planning my exit for the rest of the day until show time. When these bus wheels stopped turning | was 
fucking out of here. I'd brought one of my dirt bikes with me. | was planning on riding out on the salt flats. 
Yeah yeah, | know its a fucking National Park, but I'm Izzy goddamn Stradlin. | can get away with shit like that. | 
need to blow off steam. | know my chances of getting laid after the show are slight at best. Morman chicks 


are like fucking nuns. Hell nuns are more fun. 


Finally the damn bus stops. Everyone is busy planning their own day. I'm set. | know where l'm headed. | walk to 
the front of the bus and prepare to leave. 


"Hey lz, where you headed?" Axl asks me. 

Fuck. So much for my clean getaway. | sigh and turn to face him. "Gonna take my bike for a spin" 

‘Oh hey how about you take Natalia too." He gives me a suggestive look and motions with his eyes to Slash. 

| know its rude, but | cant help but roll my eyes at his suggestion. Why in the fuck is he trying to pawn this 
kid off on me? | just want to get out of here and be alone. | don't want to bond with this bitch like she's our 
new pet or something. Fucking shit. Since when am | a fucking tour guide? 

| can see heroin eyes looking at me like some excited little kid on Christmas morning. Damnit. Why does she 
have to look so goddamn happy? How am | supposed to tell that face no? A glare back at Axl with my best 
‘fuck you' face. 

"She can come with me," Slash voulenteers. 

"l'm gonna go find a music store. | need strings." 


"Like she wants to go hang out in a music store while you play with guitars,’ Duff rolls his eyes. 


Yeah like Slash planned on really doing all that. His plan was to get her alone. Hes too easy to read through. | 


know she doesn't need to be left alone with this motherfucker for a second. 


| sigh again and turn my uninterested gaze to heroin eyes. They're practically begging me to take her with me. 


Fuck me. Shit. 
"Well don't fucking cry to me if she gets hurt," | say caving in 
| watch her sweet little smile widen. She jumps up and follows me off the bus like my own little puppy. 


| get my bike unloaded and kick started. | scoot up to make room for her on the back. She throws a leg over 
and slides down against my back. Fuck | should have brought a real bike. Shes all up on me on this fucking dirt 


bike. These things aren't made for passengers, especially not underage hot ones. 


"Hold on," | say with disdain in my voice. Now | know she has to wrap her fucking arms around me. | glance up 
at the bus window to see Axl giving me a knowing smirk. Yeah dude, this is your fucking fault. | flip him off and 
hit the gas. | know Axl all too well. He had this girls virtue in mind He knew the safest fucker she could be 
with was me. Why do | have to be the trust worthy one today? Why cant! be the fucking fuck up that 


nobody trusts or wants to be around. Id be perfectly content and piss rainbows if | was just alone. 


| hear her give out a girly little squeal as the ass end of the bike goes sideways in loose gravel. Fucking shit, 
now shes holding on to me even tighter. Goddamn you Axl. Why didn't | have the balls to just say no. At least | 
don't have to talk to her right now. Better yet, at least | couldn't see her eyes and have them make me start 


craving dope again. 


Finally we reach the salt flats. | bypass all the tourist shit and head down a dirt hiking trail. Unlikely to run 
across anyone on it. Its like 100 degrees in the shade. After a while | veer off the trail and into the white salt 
that stretches beyond what the eye can see. | hear Heroin eyes let out another excited squeal. | hit the gas 
and practically top it out. We are floating over this shit. One bump, one swig or swag and we are so going to 
crash and die. For me | love this feeling of having my life in my hands just gambling with it like some 
insignificant playing chip. However heroin eyes behind me is still young. She hasn't had the chance to see the 
shit in life | have. It would be pretty shitty of me to have an accident with her on the back of my bike. | ease 
off the gas and slow it down and just continue out into the white unknown nothingness. No destination in mind. 


No plan at all. Complete freedom. 


Finally after what seemed like five miles | slowed the bike to a stop. | bend over and scoop up a handful of salt. 
She quickly grabs a pebble from my hand and places it in her mouth. 


"It really is salt," she says seeming surprised. 


Fucking really? | contain my rude comments and remind myself shes only I7 and from some little hick town in 
Texas that has nothing interesting in it. For her this is probably some awesome fucking adventure. | let a slight 
huff escape my throat as | glance at her over my shoulder. Goddamn her fucking eyes. All they do is taunt 
my fucking addiction. 


| Know You're Only Pretending 
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| KNOW YOU'RE ONLY PRETENDING 


| get off the bike, stand it up and walk a few paces away from heroin eyes. | dig into my pocket for my 
cigarettes. | nervously get one out and light it. My stupid ass is in Utah in the dead heat of summer in solid 
black. yeah | didn't think this through too well. | was too fucking distracted. 


| glance back at heroin eyes dismounting my bike. My eyes fall down to my right boot where | knew a fresh 
sharp metal point lay waiting for me. But thanks to Axl | cant get fucking high because l'm babysitting fucking 


heroin eyes. 


She walks over to where l'm standing and peers out over the white horizon "This is beautiful," she says in a 


velvety voice. 


"Mmmm," | nod and take a drag off my cigarette. | can see her eyes falling on me out of the corner of my 
eye. What the fuck is she looking at. | cut my eyes over at her and my goddamn eyes lock with hers. Fuck | 


really want a fix. 
"Your eyes are different colors." She says seeming to observe mine deeply. 


| blink and look away with a nod and another drag from my cigarette. Yeah, my eyes were different colors but 
not a lot of people really ever noticed One of my eyes is green and one is hazel. | was kind of self conscious 
about my eyes really. As a kid | had been picked on about them. As | got older it got less noticeable | guess. 
They didn't come up as a topic of conversation much. But then my life had changed. Now | was just a shadow 
in the dark most of the time. Usually my pupils were so dilated you'd swear my eyes were black. All this 
fucking sun must have them back to a normal size. 


"You're not much of a talker are you?" She asks. 

| actually crack a faint smile and shake my head no. | could easily strike up a conversation about how her 
fucking eyes were the color of heroin but that would only make me crave the fix in my boot that | couldn't 
have. 


"You don't really want me here do you?" | hear her ask. 


| exhale and look back to her. "Its just not the place for you to be..around a bunch of dudes like us." 


"Like you?" She says, "I think you guys are ok" 
| huff, "Well don't be fooled darlin cause we're not..ok?" 


"But you stopped for me and gave me a ride." Her southern accent just rings in my fucking ears. I've gotten so 


used to hearing LA Chicks talk Her voice was a refreshing change. 

"No.."| shake my head. | knew it wasn't any of our brains that stopped to pick her up..it was our dicks, each 
with a mind of its own. "I assure you no one had good intentions. Luckily for you you're a minor and we have 
enough shit in our lives without all that." 

"Hey look..you picked me up. | appreciate that" Thankfully shes quiet for a moment. 


"Id would be best if you found another way from here.'m not sure how long we can keep Slash off you." 


"Hes harmless really," she smiles. A brief interlude of silence follows as | finish off my cigarette. "l know you're 


only pretending to not like me," she says softly. 


| glance over at her. "| never said | didn't like you.l said it would be better for everyone involved if you just let 


me drop you off at a bus station I've got money. Ill buy you a ticket." 


I'm not really sure what shes thinking but | definately see wheels turning in her brain. Her eyes fall down to 
the ground. "But | really enjoy you guys. This is the happiest I've been in weeks." 


| huff at how stupid this chick is. "Yeah well give us a week and you'll be changing your mind about that 
statement" 


"Why do you kick yourself so much for? You're like some rock star..right? That means you like basically have 


everything.money, girls." 


"Yeah," | sharply nod, “All the groupies, strippers, booze and dope a guy could want" | mean this to sound 
sarcastic but apparently to heroin eyes it comes out differently. 


She Totally shock and floors me with her next comment. "You're lonely..aren't you.” 


My eyes quickly lock with hers and I'm simply speechless. Was | lonely? | didn't expect her to see that much 
into me. She didn't even know me..not even as a rock star. | draw in a sigh. "You know what they say about 


being lonely at the top.l'm starting to get that." 


Oh for the love of God Izzy shut your mouth and quit bonding with this girl. | can see sympathy for me 
covering her face. Not what | was going for here. I'm trying my best to be the big bad wolf and scare her 
away. Instead I'm fucking throwing bait onto my hook? | shouldn't be telling her this shit. But It feels like a 


relief for me to say those words to someone. | hadn't realized how heavy my shoulders had become from this 


crazy ass life style. 

So my dumb ass continues on with spilling out my heart to fucking underage heroin eyes. "Man all | ever 
wanted do do was just play.So | played.and played.then one day this guy in a suit walks up and starts buying 
us dinner and wanting to sign us..then another..and another..and another. Now we are basically a cooperation.So 
many people come at you like they're your best fucking friend..then stab you in the back.yeah.it gets lonely 
when you don't know who your friends are anymore." 


"But girls must fall at your feet.| mean..you're not normally my type but | think you're cute." 


Fuck me. Am | goddamn blushing like some little girl? | clear my throat. "| never know if its me they like or if 


its Izzy Stradlin they like." 
"Izzy who?" She smiles. 
"Stradlin." 


"That's funny..is he straddling." She chuckles in amazement. At least shes managed to brighten up the mood. "| 


know your parents didn't actually name you that.” 


"No," | smile, "Izzy is a nickname I've had since | was a kid.Stradlin was just a stroke of genius that | had after 


being up on a four day bender." 


"You do drugs?" She asks me. But there is no shock or surprise in her statement. Its more matter of fact 


than a question at all. 


"Kinda goes with the territory..which is another reason why you should let me get you a bus ticket. Really, you 


have no clue how much booze and dope is on that fucking bus." 


"I'm used to it," she says softly. "My mom does anything she can get her hands on or whatever some loser 


boyfriend might be into.shes let me try..a lot.” 

| just cant picture heroin eyes doing drugs. By looking at her | could see she clearly wasn't on anything. And 
wait a minute.didn't she say her parents were dead. She doesn't speak as if her mom is. She fucking lied again?! 
decide to ignore it for now. 


"Darlin I'm talking about harder shit than booze and pot here." 


"I've done coke..freebase..every upper and downer from here to Texas..really..lm no stranger to a group of high 


people." 


Fuck me l'm in deep shit now. 


Stupid Girl 


Author's Notes: 
DONT WORRY! 


| cant fucking express how uncomfortable the ride back was for me. | shouldn't have talked so much to heroin 
eyes. Now I'm fucking curious to know what her story is. There's more to her than meets the eye. Shes 
already lied about her age and her parents. I'm starting to think that maybe she lied about being a runaway. 
God why did we pull over and pick up this girl? 


She needs to let me put her on the first bus out of town and away from all of us. Things are gonna get all 
mangled the fuck up if she stays. Slash will probably get sent to prison for being with an underage girl. She 
thinks Slash is harmless, but | don't fucking trust him. The second he gets a chance hes gonna try to charm 
his way into her underage pants. I'm beginning to think she would probably let him too. Fuck she needs to leave. 


| soon feel her hand coming across my chest. Jesus fucking Christ | shouldn't be enjoying that. | can see her 
strawberry blonde hair blowing in the wind in the rear view mirror. Shes almost getting me hard. Fuck no Izzy! 
You're not going there! Get your goddamn mind out of the gutter. Stop thinking about slipping her onto your 
dick while you barrel down the highway! This is fucking wrong! 


Now i feel her resting her goddamn head on my shoulder. | stiffen up not knowing what to do. Stop thinking 
Izzy! Stop thinking about her! Just fucking stop thinking! Shit | fucking cant! | veer off the main road and take a 
dirt road. | come to a halt and kill the bike. | glance back to heroin eyes over my shoulder. 


"| gotta piss," | say and she lets me free of her hug-like embrace. I'm lying of course. | don't need to pee. | 
need a fucking fix. That's the only thing that's gonna take my mind off this bitch right now. | cant go any 


further with her all pressed against me. 


| disappear out behind some rock and slide my hand down into my right boot. | pull out the syringe and whip 
off my belt. | tie off my forearm and aim for one of the veins in my wrist. | quickly inject myself and untie 
my arm. Ok.that's a little better. | start fishing my belt back through my belt loops. | slowly make my way 
back to the bike. 


Heroin eyes is looking right at me. | glance at her and watch her expression change. l'm not really sure what 
has brought on this change. | don't have blood on me do |? I'm not staggering | don't think. | ignore her and 
climb back onto the bike. The quicker | get her back the quicker | wont have to be alone with her. 


"You better now?" | hear her ask. 


| nod and kick start the bike. then i hear her ask over the revved up engine, "how long have u been on heroin?" 


| was about to hit the accellerator but her question stopped me dead in my tracks. | spin to look at her with 
probably some goofy dumbfounded look. "What the fuck are you talking about?" | ask her sharply. 


Her heroin eyes flutter away from mine for a second. "well.| noticed your track marks when you first came 
up to me on the road side.now your face is different than it was a minute ago. Then there was the comment 


Slash made about you getting underage girls straight. I'm guessing you were a dealer at some point." 


| was floored. | kill the bike and get off to see her better. "What the fuck makes you think its heroin?" | ask 
clearly offended at her assessment of the truth. 


'Izzy..'m not some stupid little girl. | told you my mom does it all and lets me try if | want." 

"Yeah, you also said she was dead," | quickly retort. 

"| didn't think you guys would give me a ride if you knew | was a runaway." 

‘what are you running from?" | ask. Goddamnit Izzy stop bonding. 

“all of it," she softly replies. 

All is quiet for a while as we just stare at one another. Somehow | get the feeling shes running from 
everything she is currently getting herself into. Senarios start playing around in my head as to what she must 
have encountered, 

| told you you dot need to be around us. We aren't nice guys." 


‘Ive done heroin before Izzy..really, drugs | can take being around” 


Fuck. This sweet young girl has done smack? | cant believe it. "Girl.whats it gonna take for you to realize that 
we are fucking toxic?" 


"Why do you hate yourself so much?" 


"Because," | say, "| know me, you don't.” 


Fucking Really? 
FUCKING REALLY? 


| did my best to try to get heroin eyes on a bus out of town and away from us, it didn't fucking work. All 
through the show tonight | kept seeing her fucking watch me from the side of the stage. She looked at me like 


| was the coolest motherfucker on the planet. Believe me, lim not. 


| thought to myself that if | could just make it through the show Id be fine. Id be able to shoot up and it 


would all just melt away to a tolerable state of being. No.. 


Once we got back on the bus it was business as normal. It was one big fucking party with heroin eyes right in 


the middle. Fucking shit why couldn't she just go the fuck away? 


Against my sternest warnings the guys got her drunk. Great. Just motherfucking great! Now | have to keep 
my eye on EVERYBODY. 


Finally | manage to get drunken heroin eyes away from the guys. Slash was starting to get a bit too flirty. | 
couldn't let him get his hands on her. The main reason being that she was underage, the other being that he 
knew Slash had a case of crabs. 


When | drug her into the back lounge she looked at me like | was a fucking joy kill. Yeah, | suppose | would feel 
the same way. | just couldn't allow her beauty to fuck us all up. We had enough trouble. We were already 
involved in 4 law suits. | know a statuatory rape case would definately land somebody in jail 

"Oh come on Izzy," she whined, "I was having fun" 


"Yeah, that's the problem," | say and plop down on a cough. 


Heroin eyes complains a bit then sits down on the opposite end of the couch. "You know | wont be IT anymore 


in 3 weeks when | have a birthday" 


Fucking shit..maybe | could keep this fact just our secret until we get rid of her in Texas. God damnit it was a 


long way until November. | didn't know If | could keep heroin eyes impenetrable until then 


| roll myself a joint and pray it relaxes me. | cant shoot up and space out because | have the role of Mr. 
Responsibility. Yeah fucking thanks for that Axl. This was exactly how | wanted to spend the next 4 months, 
keeping prey away from horny doped up predators. Fuck how did | end up in the middle of this fucking shit? 


| lite the joint and probably inhale a quarter of it in one very long drag. Oh please fucking get me stoned 
enough to ignore heroin eyes. Please take away the thoughts of what | can do to her in 3 weeks. 


"Can | have some?" She asks. 
"Absolutely not," | say holding the smoke in my lungs, coughing a bit. 


She snatches the joint from my hands with a sigh. "Its just weed Izzy.not like Im asking you to let me shoot 


up." 
Against all of my better judgement | let her take a few drags off the joint. If | couldnt pass out maybe | could 


at least have my mind eased by knowing she was. 


| can see her studying me from the corner of her eye. Jesus fucking Christ what is she looking at. It makes 
me nervous when she just stares at me. | glance at her and can see her just smiling. Actually | think its the 
whiskey | see smiling. Then my mind is just blown as she catches me off guard. 


Her slender legs straddle my lap and her lips cascade into mine in one foul swoop. Shock has a hold on me and | 
cant even seem to push her away. Her lips are soft and warm and taste like candy. Shit Izzy are you fucking 


kissing her back? You sick fuck why are you enjoying this? 


Coming back to my senses | place my hands on her hips and push her back. "Woah..fucking just." | have to 
collect my thought and ignore my hardening dick. "What the fuck are you doing?" 


Her smile glints at me. "Well you wont let me fuck anyone else so you must want me all to yourself” 


"Who said anybody wanted to fuck anybody?" | ask. Breathe Izzy. Fucking breathe man. Dead puppies..dead 
puppies..dead puppies. 


lm not a virgin Izzy. | do like to fuck too." 


Her lips are coming for mine again. Fuck me. You cant let her kiss you dude. My hands block her from my lips 
by grabbing her arms. "Sorry honey, | ain't going to jail for you." 


"| wont tell if you don't tell," she drunkenly coos to me. 


Fucking shit | so want to go with her logic on this. FUCKII! | know better. | know | cant have anything to do with 
her. One. I'm like nine years older than her. Two. She don't belong with a guy like me. Three. This was just 


fucking insane. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you?" | ask. "Why are you just throwing yourself at some guy you met..today? 
You a fucking slut or something? You want guys thinking you're easy and you'll put out?" | sigh and shake my 
head. 


l'm praying this will get her wheels turning. | lock on her heroin eyes, my hands still gripped tightly at her 
arms, suspending her just inches from my lips. | want her so fucking bad | can taste it. Fucking stop it Izzy. 


Fucking stop it. Fucking stop. "This ain't how you get a man honey." 


Reverse Psychology. Yeah, | know, I'm good. It works because | soon feel her pulling away. Thank you sweet 
fucking Jesus. She plops back down on the couch beside me. She looks like she gets the point. Thank god. Maybe 
now things wont be so difficult. 


Luckily for me within a few minutes heroin eyes has passed out on the couch next to me. 


Then | was finally able to shoot up. | covered her with my jacket and stretched out on the other end of the 
couch next to her, enjoyed my high a bit, then passed out. 


Holy Fuck! Im Bonding Again. 
HOLY FUCK! IM BONDING AGAIN. 


Im guessing what | said to heroin eyes got through to her. In the last week she has changed. She's actually 
become a bit frigid. She's not going along with Slash's flirting. She's not drinking. Hell she's not even really 


talking. Its like shes in a world all her own. 


Axl hooked her up with the opening and answering our fan mail. As it turns out heroin eyes could have a 
wonderful career in forgery. All we did was write our names for her to see and she was able to take one look 
and copy them. | personally think that's fucking awesome. Slash can forge our names too, but why in the fuck 
would he? 


At the shows heroin eyes gets an all access pass, but she normally just goes to the bus. It infuriates me 
because the bus is usually my place of refuge. | swear to fucking god, | just cant seem to get away from this 
girl. My dick wakes up every time she enters a room. She makes me feel like a sick fucking pervert and | cant 
seem to fucking get enough of it. 


Exhausted, | pull myself up the steps of the bus. Upon entering | can see heroin eyes sitting near a window 
reading. Her eyes glance up for a brief second. "Good show?" She asks me as she turns a page. 


"Yeah, sure," | sigh and start rummaging through my shit for my works. 

"That will make the fourth time today," she says with no care. Like | need someone to fucking keep count. 
"What the fuck's it to you?" | snap at her in frustration. 

| don't neccessarily revel in the fact that l'm a goddamn junkie. | certainly don't like people acknowledging my 
fucking problem. That was why me and Axl fought at times..that or the fact that hes being paranoid and 
psychotic. We all reached a state of paranoia and psychosis from time to time. The thing is, Axl could arrive to 
that place stone cold sober. For all of us it took a shit load of dope. 

"To me?" She asks dryly, "nothing." Shes quiet a moment before she draws in a deep breath. "But its something 
to all those people | forge your name for. Your fans love you like crazy. If you die there would be a bunch of 
tears shed." 

| let out a huff, "Yeah.well there would be more tears shed if | don't fucking do this shit.my tears." 


"If you hate it so much why do you keep doing it? Why not just kick and get over it?" 


"Yeah," | say ignoring her as | finally find my shit. | go to the bathroom and come out a few minutes later 
much more relaxed. | grab a bottle of Jack and sit across from her. She's still reading. | open the bottle and 


swill a few inches down on the bottle in one drink. 

| don't know how you guys can drink that shit like that." Her eyes scan the bottle to my mouth. 
"Mmmm," | nod, “after a while it gets to be like water." 

"Why don't any of you have girlfriends?" She asks me. 

"Is it that hard to figure out?" | ask lighting a cigarette. 

'Izzy," she sighs, “all the fame and the drugs aside. think there's a lot you guys could offer." 


"It just don't fucking work jealousies..traveling and touring..When we go home is when we really do drugs..on the 


road its actually quite controlled. Chicks just cant take our life style. We've all tried and failed miserably." 
Fuck me. l'm bonding with her again. 

"Humm," she sighs, "That's a shame." 

‘Is what it is," | shrug and take a drag from my cigarette. 

"Your lives seems sad and lonely." 


"We planned to buy our happiness," | sigh, "we thought that saying about not being able to buy happiness was 
bullshit.turns out it wasn't" 


"Izzy," she says but is then silent. 

"What?" | eventually encourage her to carry on 

" The other day.when | kissed you." 

Fuck. Do we have to go there again? 

"Yeah?" 

"You kissed me back at first." 

| look at her with my eyebrows scrunched Where is she going with this? 
"When you kissed me.it seemed.like you really wanted that kiss” 


"Just natural instinct when a hot chick kisses you," | nonchalantly shrug. 


'No..it was the way you kissed me back.its like it was..desperate.| could feel your loneliness.” 


What the fuck is this bitch talking about? 
"Yeah..whatever," | say pulling the bottle back to my mouth. 


"Why did you stop me? | know you wanted me..l felt that.but you stopped. Why?" 
“Cuz it was the right thing to do." 


"You just don't strike me as a guy who does things because its the right thing to do." 
Boy was she ever right. 


"Seems to me like something else stopped you." 
"Yeah," | faintly chuckle, "going to jail." 


She closes her book. "I don't believe that either." She studies me for a long silent moment. "Izzy | would fuck 
you nine ways to Sunday if | didn't think you'd beat yourself up over it. I've never met anyone who hates 


themselves so much." 


She fucking wants me?! Jesus Christ | don't need to fucking hear this shit. She's the forbidden fruit and | just 
wanna get a big bite and suck the flavor out. I'm so fucking wrong to think this shit. There's just something 
about a chick who sees right through me. No one has ever been able to understand me the way she has, not 


even Ax. 
"Don't tell me this shit," | sigh and drag from my cigarette. "Its not gonna happen" 


"I know," she nods, "I'm just saying is all." 


What the fuck is she saying anyway? 
"I just wish you smiled more. You have a very beautiful smile." 


| glance down at the bottle in my hand. She stands up and sits down right next to me. She raises a hand up and 
strokes the side of my face. Those fucking golden eyes that taunt me so are locked with mine. | know all to 
well that look shes giving me. | couldn't fuck her right now if | wanted too. The smack would never allow it. 


"Please kiss me again," she says softly, "just a kiss. Kiss me the way you wanted to the other day..." 


Golden eyes just sing my name as her fingertips trace the features of my face. Lips drawing me in like a 
magnet. What the fuck are you thinking Izzy? You cant kiss her! She's just a child Then the other side of me 
starts to argue back that she will be IB in a few weeks. The heroin will make sure things dont get out of 


control. Whats one little kiss? 


My hand makes it up to the back of her neck and | gently tug her forward. | tilt my head and lightly brush 
my lips with hers. | close my eyes as our mouths part. God it feels so good just to kiss her. | shouldn't be 

doing this to her, age aside. She seemed like a nice young girl. Nice young girls had no business being around 
me. | fucked up everything | touched. God Izzy, stop kissing her! 


Run Bitch Run 


Author's Notes: 
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RUN BITCH RUN 

Lips sweet as motherfucking candy. | cant believe l'm this fucking stupid. I'm sitting here kissing this little girl 
with every last shred of pinned up frustration in me. I'm twiddling her hair between my fingertips. l'm moaning 
into her mouth. What I'm doing is so fucking fucked up and wrong. Yet it feels so fucking good. Cherry, 


Strawberry, watermelon, peach mmmm Goddamn she tastes so fucking good. 


I'm doing my fucking best my hands away from her. Right now | wish they were bound to the fucking wall. 
What am | thinking? Why am | not stopping this? Why am | still kissing her, even deeper than a moment ago? 


Then | feel her hands trying to unbutton my pants. | give her hand a slap and never once break my lock on her 
candied lips. | hear her sighing as she kisses me, but she does at least move her hands. 


God what is wrong with her? Why is she letting me do this? What the fuck does she possibly see in me? Why 
does she want me like this? God knows | want her, but shes so much better than | am. | finally manage to 
force my lips from hers. 

| look at her panting. Her eyes are still closed and she begins to smile. "Mmmm, why did you stop?" 

"We shouldn't be doing this." | whisper shaking my head. 

"Yes we should," she says moving for my lips again 


| quickly turn my head, "No." 


"Goddamnit Izzy!" he snaps at me. "| sear to god if you don't quit being such a tease l'm gonna go find Slash! | 
bet hes man enough!" 


On now she wants to play that fucking card huh? She had no clue how well reverse psychology worked on me. 


Then again, maybe she did. If she were smart she would run now. Run bitch run. 
"What the fuck's that supposed to mean?" | ask with a furrowed expression. 


It means you're not going to leave me hanging like this.’ She says forcefully pulling my mouth to hers again 
Fucking great. I'm cool with her idea. | would love to bend her over and show her who wasn't man enough. Fuck 


me this is so wrong. But | just cant stop myself. 


My hands run up her thighs under her country girl dress. My fingers tug at her panties. She naturally lets 
me slide them off with no fuss. But then how can she fuss with my tongue down her throat? | withdrawal my 
lips from hers and stare at her for a moment. God shes practically begging for me. | lower myself to my 
knees in front of her. | give her one last kiss before spreading her thighs and burying my face deeply into 
them. | cant help but wonder to myself if these lips are as sweet as her other ones. 


| hear her suck in her breath and intertwine her fingers into my hair. Oh sweet fucking Jesus. This is so so so 
wrong. Why cant | resist? | may not have been fucking her like | wanted but this was equally bad. This would 


definately be considered indecency with a minor. | am so fucking fucked. Fucked on every level. 


| couldn't get enough of that which | was not supposed to have. | was pleasuring her like my life depended on it. 
By the time she was ready to come she had already climbed half way up the bus wall. Yeah, yeah.l'm pretty 
good at this shit. Funny thing is no one ever had to teach me. It was just some gut instinct that | had always 
had that turned out to be right. 


God | wanted to stick my dick in her so bad. | repeatedly cursed myself for what | was doing. This was still, in 
my mind at least, an unspeakable act. | kept waiting for god himself to strike me down. | kept waiting for 
someone to storm on the bus and bust us. But nothing happened. 


"Jesus Izzy.how'd you get so good at that?" Heroin eyes moaned as she clenched a fist full of my hair in a 


dead lock. 


My mama always told me not to talk with my mouth full, so | gave no response. | just gave a twirl of my 


tongue which was driving her insane. Hell, it was driving me insane and | wasn't even on the recieving end of 


this situation. 


You cant fathom my fucking guilt. | feel so fucking filthy. Goddamn you Izzy for being so fucking weak. What 
am | gonna do after she had bust a nut in my face? How could | ever find a middle ground with heroin eyes 
again? How could | look her in the eye after this? Well.come to think of it, not looking at her wouldn't be so 
bad. Her eyes only made me want to shoot up anyway. 


It Was A Fucking Mistake 
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It Was A Fucking Mistake 


| felt like a single celled organism. What had | done? Eating heroin eyes out was probably the worst thing | 
could have done. Ok, so maybe | could have done worse..but | felt like fucking shit. 


Those hot thighs pressed to my face felt like dying and going to heaven | tried to tell myself that | was 
fucking sick and deviant. This was wrong on so many levels. Sure | had done my fair share of crazy fucked up 
shit. | was a goddamn rock star..indulgence of every kind was encouraged. | had fucked minors dozens of times. 


My dick told me to take her.take her hard. But there was just something about heroin eyes. | felt bad for her. 


| tried condoling myself by saying that by doing this morally wrong act | was saving heroin eyes from the 
guys. They would treat her like a common groupie. | could't live with heroin eyes ending up like that. She still 
had her whole life ahead of her. We would only screw it all up. 


But it was the bigger more selfish asshole side of me that was allowing this to happen. | wanted her so fucking 
bad. When she kissed me | actually felt when | was usually just numb. When I'm touching her | feel it all over. 
Its like a wave of heroin. A rush that spreads your entire body. A rush I'm fighting like fucking crazy not to 
give in to. 


God Izzy why are you so fucking weak? What the fuck are you gonna do after letting heroin eyes bust a nut 
in your face? Where the fuck are things supposed to go after this? You just gonna eat her pussy every day? 
And what about in a few weeks when shes I8 you fucker? How the fuck can | keep anybody off her then? 
Jesus fucking Christ Izzy, this is so goddamn wrong. 


The rest of the day was fucking awkward to say the least. Heroin eyes smiled at me every chance she got. It 
was this cute little secretive smile.unfortunately | was the goddamn secret. | did my best to not make eye 


contact with her. 
She actually watched the entire show that night, eyes glued to yours truly. My head told me just ignore 


her..don't get nervous..concentrate.. My dick, being the cocky son of a bitch he is, says yeah fuckers, shes 


staring at me. Fuck you. | can have her any moment | want. Yeah..'m the motherfucking shit. 


In the middle of the night | was awakened to heroin eyes trying to get into my pants in my bunk, Duff above 


me, Slash just below. | quickly grab her wrists and sternly hake my head no, while trying to be quiet. | slither 
from the bed and drag her by her wrist down the hall to the lounge in the back. 


When | turn to face her her lips draw in on mine before | can even stop them. Candied sweet, moist, firm. 
Goddamn me for loving this. My hands grip mercilessly at her soft milky skin. | inhale in her taste. When she 
kisses me | feel. | actually feel. | had been so numb for so long. Heroin eyes awakened something in me. | had 
never wanted anything so much in my fucking life. 


But my senses returned an | grabbed her wrists trailing my bare chest and pushed her away. 


"Fucking stop," | say as firmly but as quietly as | can. I'm not prepared to explain anything to anyone who may 


catch us. 
"You know you want me," she says in a sultry moan as she goes for my lips again 
| quickly turn my head before she can 

"No" | adamantly shake my head 


"Come on Izzy..you don't really want me to stop," she purrs forcing herself toward me again. | firm my grasp 


with an insistence in my eyes. 

"That's not what you were saying earlier," she smirks. Even in the dark her goddamn eyes call my name. 

"It was a fucking mistake. | shouldn't have done that." | sheepishly say. 

"A mistake?" She asks seeming shocked. "Then why did you?" 

| shake my head. | wished | knew. "l.l just didn't want you to.l've tried to tell you we're no fucking good for you 
to be around" 

"I know you want me Izzy. Its ok. | want you two. In a few less than two weeks it will be ok and no one can say 


anything.” 


"You think turning IB is gonna make this right?" | snap softly. "No. This cant fucking go on. You need to get the 


fuck away from here." 
"Jesus Izzy you act like I'm asking to marry you. Its just fucking sex." 


| hake my head. It wasn't just sex. God it was so much more than that. | craved this girl like my veins craved 


smack. 


"It cant happen.just forget it" 


"How can | forget something that fucking great Izzy. I'm just trying to return the favor," she protests. 


"Then thank me by leaving. Just fucking go before it's too late. | know you think Im an asshole. You're right, | 


am..you should run from me screaming.” 
She lightly chuckles, "Do you always play this hard to get?" 


"This isn't some game honey.l'm serious. Forget any romantic little notions you have about me in your little 


fucking head. Fucking forget about it. It's not going to happen" 


Smack Down 
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SMACK DOWN 


| dreamed about candy like | was fucking Willy Wonka or something. | couldn't forget the taste of heroin eyes. 
My dick twitched every time | lay eyes on her. | felt so fucking bad for being a selfish prick | shouldn't have 
fucking led her on. 


Thing got fucking weird. | had turned down heroin eyes advances, now she wouldn't give me the time of the 
fucking day. This actually should work out just fine, but | cant help but watch how she turns what she feels 
for me into spite. | didn't want to piss her off. 


Pissing heroin eyes off made her a vindictive little bitch. No body could take it that way but me. She had 
began showing interest in the rest of the guys like a flirty little prick tease. Every time she gave her little 
giggles, or touched an arm, or gave them hugs, her golden fucking eyes locked with mine. She was hoping to 
make me jealous with this little bullshit of hers. It fucking worked. | was jealous. 


But | had a solution to this shit. Heroin. | would say my intake has increased by 10%. I'm so smacked out most 
of the time that l'm just always in a world all my own. In my world its fucking quiet, just the way | like it. In 
my world I'm a fucking Vulcan (its a star trek reference 4 u that don't get it)..there is no logic to having 
emotions. I'm just completely numb here in my world. When | say | don't give a fuck its not an exaggeration. I'm 


so smacked out that | don't care anymore. 


The guys could tell, they had been up my ass for years. No one knew me better, Axl knowing me better than 
any other person on the goddamn face of the earth. My playing was shit. My posture drooped and sway when 
| walk. You could barely get acknowledgemet out of me. Axl and Slash after a week of seeing me fall completely 
off the wagon had to do something. So they would shoot me full of coke before a show so | could actually get 
through the shows. Dangerous..fuck yeah it is. Do | fucking care? No. 


Nothing. Dark, quiet, just how | like it. Nothing crosses my mind. Bliss..freedom.perfect sweet perfection. You 
have to be a junkie | guess to really appreciate the feeling of feeling nothing. 


Sometimes to just not feel feels the best of all. Mmmm | fucking love it here.. 


Cold.:fucking cold..wet.like rain Distant voices were coming closer. The darkness was starting to illuminate.. 


"Izzy! Man come on! Wake the fuck up!" 


Slash?..What the..? 

"Izzy Dude come on! Wake up!" 

| attempt to say l'm up, but | think it just comes out as a "Mmmm." 

"Come on Man, wake the fuck up." | hear Axl snap at me. Hes fucking fed up, | can tell. Great his fucking face is 
coming into focus. Now | see how pissed he is. "Yeah you fucker!" He says but | sort of feel him backing off. He 
seems relieved. 

Its fucking cold. Goddamnit. And why the fuck is it raining? Then my surroundings come into view. | can make 
out off white tile walls. A porcelain toilet with Duff sitting on it. A towel in Axl's hand. Tiny room for all of 
these guys in here. Slash's fucking arms are around me.his normally poofy hair is slicked down, wet.squinting 
at the rain 


"Dude can you hear us?" Steven asks, his head bouncing over everyone. 


Behind him | see the worried golden eyes staring at me. She doesn’t even seem as if shes disturbed by things, 


but concerned for..me? 

Wait what the fuck is going on? Its just me and Slash standing in the fucking rain. What the fuck? 

"Izzy, say something man," Duff smacks the side of my face. 

You motherfucker. 

"Iz.12 man.come on.wake up" He continues to assault me. 

"Mmmm." Is again all that comes out when | try to say l'm up. 

Wait. get it now.fuck me. | did too much didnt |? | fucking did too much goddamn smack and Slash is holding 


my ass in the fucking cold shower. They're yelling at me and smacking me trying to revive me. Fuck me. Heroin 


eyes saw all of this didn't she? 


The Day Ive Been Dreading 


Author's Notes: 
today that | write this. April 8, 2014, just so happens to be Izzy Stradlin's 52nd Birthday. Happy Birthday Izzy!!! 


THE DAY I'VE BEEN DREADING 


| remained detached. Isolated. Withdrawn from the world around me. | tried to watch my heroin intake. | 
substituted ten fold with whiskey. Jack Daniel's is a friend of mine. | just couldn't deal with being around Heroin 
eyes. | couldn't deal with the feelings | had for her. They twisted me into knots. 


During shows when | was all coke'd up all | did was think about her. | tasted her lips. | smelled her strawberry 
hair. | sank into the golden heroin like existence of her eyes. | couldn't get off stage fast enough to make it all 
fucking go away again. 


Was | fucking in love with this chick? Is that what my fucking problem is? | haven't been in love in a goddamn 


long time. I'm not sure | even recall what its like. Loving heroin eyes is not an option. No. 


Why the fuck wouldn't she just go away? For fuck sakes it was still over three months before we would get 
to goddamn Texas. That was too long. | didn't trust the guys. | was too smacked out to fend them off. | was 
too smacked out to even get it up so | was of no threat or in any danger. But | knew she was just a ticking 
time bomb waiting to happen. 


| stepped off the stage and went straight for the bus. Heroin eyes was there. Fuck. She looks at me nervously. 
Shit | need a fix to make her go away. | cant deal with her like this. The coke makes me listen to my dick. | 
need to make my dick shut the fuck up. 

Her eyes float to the floor. "Today was my Birthday." 

"Happy Birthday," | say with my fast paced coke'd out words. 

Her eyes look up to me slowly. She looks like she's waiting for me. | know what she's thinking. She's 18 now. Now 
| can fuck her. But | cant.as much as | fucking want to | cant fucking do it. | cant attach myself to her. | cant 
be the dick head that fucks her world up. | cant destroy her. Im afraid | care too much about her to put her 
through the terror that is me. 

"Thats it? Happy fucking Birthday?" She asks in dissappointment. 


My eyes try not to look into hers. | give a disinterested sigh and roll my eyes. 


"But Im 18 now." She almost sounds like she's begging 
"Dont do this shit to me," | shake my head. 

"But | know you want me," She says softly coming for me. 
"No," | put my hand up in protest 


"Why do you push me away? | see how bad you want me.why?" Tears are clouding those golden eyes. Fuck 


me..not crying. 
"| dont wanna hurt you darlin. Thats all Im good for..all Im capable of" 
"| dont believe you," she protests harder, forcing herself further into me. 


My weak will allows her lips to find mine. Oh Izzy you stupid son of a bitch. | take her in. Im falling. Im fucking 
giving in. Im bending to her will. In the wake of her kiss Im powerless to fucking stop it. Everything melts away 
to just her. Just her. The burning desire | have for her only aids in my self destruction. Fuck Izzy. Get a 
goddamn grip man. Snap the fuck out of it. Hello? Earth to fucking Izzy? Unfuckingfortunately Izzy's not home 
right now. Hes busy kissing this beautiful, barely legaul girl. | know its fucking wrong, so so fucking wrong. But i 
just cant stop. | dont have any desire to ever stop. There is so fucking much more i want fucking do to her. 


Even though Im an asshole, Im not that big of a fucking asshole. 


Then like a flash of lightning my senses come back to me. "mmmm," | mumble grabbing her by her arms and 


jerking her away. "Fucking stop." 

"But its ok now," she says trying to kiss me again 

"No. cant fucking do this shit.fucking stop." | protest. 

"Fine Izzy, I'll just go get it from Slash. | bet he's man enough!" 


And that was exactly what she fucking did. | watched as all of my friends systematically went through her, 
First Slash, then Stevie, Duff, and yes even Axl couldnt resist my beautiful heroin eyes. | grew bitter and 
resentful toward them all. Heroin eyes deserved better than all this. She embraced our lifestyle as if it were 


her own. 


Time went by really fucking slow. Heroin eyes avoided me for the most part. | just stayed fucing high and 
closed off to the world. Axl was fed up with my dope habbit. | was fed up with Axl screwing heroin eyes any 
time he wanted. Everyone was fed the fuck up with me and | was fed the fuck up with all of them. Jesus 


Christ are we ever gonna make it to fucking Texas? 


Just Fuck Her Man 


JUST FUCK HER MAN 


There are just not enough words in the human language to describe how fucking awful | felt. | hated everyone 
and everything, self included. What once had been a happy go lucky exsistance, had now become more confined 
than a jail cell. | couldnt go 30 minutes without heroin eyes infiltrating my world. She was everywhere | went. 


She was bouncing back and forth between everyone | fucking knew. 


Truth of the matter isit fucking hurts. It hurt watching my fucking friends do as they will with her. It hurt 
watching her kiss them with lips that | knew the taste of. It sickened me to think of their filthy dicks fucking 
her one by one. | had had my mouth there! 


| should have just fucked her. If | would have it would be me she was fucking now instead of all of the guys. 
Quit justifying Iz.you did the right thing. However, in this case, doing right had only made her veer further off 
onto the wrong path. | blamed myself for her fucking everything in sight except me. | was just one big ball of 
festering frustration and self loathing. Not the happiest of fucking campers | guess you could say. 

Im sitting on the bus. We're going down the highway to yet another city. | havent a fucking clue what part of 
the country we are in now. There are cornfields everywhere. It fucking looks like Indiana | highly doubted we 


would have entered the state without Axl throwing up his middle fingers and saying ‘fuck you' to the state line. 


"Looks just like home," | murmer, thinking | had only thought this and not spoke it. Not the case, Axl was close 
enough to me to hear. 


"Jesus fucking Christ lz.are you that smacked out?" 
| turn and struggle to focus on his face. 
"We've been in Indiana for two fucking hours." 


"But | thought we said fuck Indiana." 


"We cant very tour the US and leave out the entire fucking state. Indianapolis is a real important city.we gotta 
play there..end of discussion" 


"But dont you have warrants in fucking Layfayette?" | ask. 
"Shhh," Axl silences me. 


Then heroin eyes appears in the aisle between us. She smiled and leaned over Axl. She gives his a kiss to the 


neck and smiles, "Axl, | didnt know you were a criminal." 


Axl smiles with a slight huff, "Just misdemeanor kid bullshit." 
Yeah Axl had a record a mile long but none of it was anything to make your jaw drop. | on the other hand had 
possession and distribution charges on my record. Yeah | had been a drug dealing racketeer before we got 


signed. Yeah | had been busted dealing Persian smack. For some reason though no one seemed to know besides 


myself and Axl. 


| watch as heroin eyes playfully bounds over and collapses onto Duff's lap. Her fucking golden eyes meet with 


mine just to make sure | watching. Fucking Bitch. 

| guess Axl saw the life drain from my eye sockets when | watched her. 
"What the fuck is wrong with you Izzy?" Axl asks snapping out of my daze. 
"Huh?" 

"Whats the deal with you and Natalia?" 

"Nothin," | shake my head and stare down to the bottle between my legs. 


"We have in house pussy and you're not even fucking taking advantage of it. Man you wouldnt believe how 


fucking awesome her." 

"Man | dont wanna hear about you fucking her!" | snap at him. 

For an instance everyone on the bus turns and gives me a look 

"What the fuck are you fuckers looking atl?" | snap at them all. 

Thankfully they all go back to minding their own goddamn business. 

"You ok Iz?" Axl cautiously asks me where no one can hear but me. 

"lm fucking fine," | bark | pull the whiskey to my lips and chug it. 

"You should just fuck her man," Axl sighs. 

"Do you honestly think | dont know whats going on in your head Iz? | can see you fucking want her. You want 
her so fucking much youre too fucking scared to touch her. For some reason you like to imagine yourself as 


the villan in this tale. | know in that romantic fucking mind of yours you wanna shower her in poetry and rose 


petals and name a fucking song after her..So just fucking go for it man. Fucking shag her senseless." 


"Do you have no morals at all? Has all that fucking dicipline that the reverend Bailey crammed down your 
throat and fucking beat into you been lost?" 


| see Axls eyes squint in anger. He hated for me to bring up his past. He especially hated me mentioning the 
church, or his preacher stepdad who abused him on every level. 


"Fuck you Izzy! Fucking wallow in your pitiful self misery! | hope your fucking balls explode you stupid fuck!" 


Turning eyeballs looking in my direction But no one wanted to look too hard. Axl was going into a fit. The easiest 
way for them to handle Axl like this was ignore him and go about your business. Only | seemed to possess the 
ability to calm the caged beast. | dont know if it's the soothing tone of my voice or the fact that we've been 
through hell and back at each others side. Maybe its because | know all the grizzly facts of his fucked up 
tormented childhood. But Im in no fucking mood to be the animal trainer today. 


Heroin Eyes 
HEROIN EYES 


'Izzy.lzzy," the soft melodic voice rang out to me in my darkness. It was but a whisper, hushed and quiet. 


'Izzy..wake up..." 
Then came a gentle nudge at my arm. "Izzy." 


| will my eyelids to open. Immediately | see the whizzing of lights speeding past me. My face it resting on the 


bus window. | apparently passed out. Where were we going again? 
"Izzy." That voice says to me again so soft and angelic. 


| turn to look and see heroin eyes hovered over me. The soft sweet voice stirring me from my mild, drug 


induced coma. Her brows are furrowed with deep concern darting from her golden eyes. 
"Hum?" | mumble. 


"You should go lay down, you'd sleep better." 
She says trying to remain quiet. 


I'm actually kind of surprised shes fucking talking to me. She hasn't since her birthday almost a month ago. | 
cant help but fucking wonder what has brought this change in heart on so suddenly. Are we just fucking cool 
now? Everything just all water under the bridge? Im fucking befuddled. 

"You ok?" She questions me. By her tone | can tell she's asking me this in more than one way. Was | in fact ok? 
And was | ok with shit? The answer to both would be hell fucking no. 

| just stare at those motherfucking golden gems dancing at me in confusion. She had so many different things 


running through her mind None of them seemed to be anything good. 


"Your eyes are the same color as heroin." The words invoulentarily flow from my lips. Fuck me..didn't mean to 


say that shit 
"W.what2" She asks seemingly taken aback by my involuentary fucking statement 

Stupid Izzy. fucking stupid. Oh mother fuck it. 

"Your eyes are the same exact color of heroin."! repeat my previous invoulentary statement 


| am the dumbest motherfucker on the face of this earth for the things I'm about to say. 


"And | fucking crave them just the same." 


| can see her worried expression taking on a different form. Still confused but now a glimmer of hope twinkled 


in her eyes. It kinda looked like | made her fucking day. 
"You do?" She peeps. 


| just nod, my eyes still looking deeply into hers. Warmth like a heroin rush floods me from just looking at 
them. My chest aches at the thought of touching her, just ever so slightly. | see tears in her eyes. She's 
fucking stunned into silence for a fucking change. In this moment | feel the weight of the motherfucking world 


begin easing from my heavy burdened shoulders. 


| have no will to fight. | feel my self falling, falling all over heroin eyes. My lips press firmly to hers. That 
candy flavor | had been torturing myself to remember was flooding my taste buds once again. My hands grasp 
at her arms like I'm going to push her away. But | cant fucking push her away. | need her. | need her just the 
same way | need a fucking fix to wake up to in the mornings. Jesus | fucking need her. | pull her even closer 
into me. Kiss her even deeper. | taste and savor her. In this moment there is nothing else but her. 


"Wait," she unexpectently pulls away from me. 

| feel her back out of my arm and stand upright. She reaches for my hand and gives it a gentle tug to follow 
her. She leads me into the back lounge. | lock the door behind us. 

My lips crash into hers with a furious fire burning deeply in my core. I've longed to feel so comfortable in 
such a moment. For once I'm not fighting what | feel. I've lost all control and have given into submission Fucking 


fuck it..right? 


Limbs, free from the confinements of clothing, intertwine like pretzels. Cascades of strawberry waves lace 


between my fingers. It feels so good to hold her. | kiss her as if | cant get enough. 
When the time came for her to expect me to slip my dick in she asks me, "What are you waiting for l2?" 
| look at her with my breath racing, lips craving hers. "I. cant," | sigh with a frown. 


"The heroin?" She asks. 


| nod. "Its cool..l'll take care of you if you want," | shyly say feeling more than mildly embarrassed that | 
couldn't even get it up. 


"Its ok," she sighs, "Just kiss me." 


A crooked smile comes to my face from her understanding of the situation My lips fall back on hers as our 


naked bodies press firmly together. We kissed. We caressed. We nuzzled. We stroked. We cuddled. We were one. 


I've never felt anything so deep and intimate in my life and | still hadn't managed to fuck her. 


Fucked Up Priorities There lazy 


FUCKED UP PRIORITIES THERE IZZY 


Unsettled and churning. Twisting and cramping into knots. My fucking veins crawl for a fix. My eyes part and 
let in the brightness of the goddamn sun. Cursed fucking light. Throbbing commences behind my eyes. This is 
just the start of things. My hand searches out for a bottle to grab. | fucking know there has to be one here 


somewhere. 

Then | saw the strawberry waves draped across my stomach. Fuck. Heroin eyes. Wow how could | fucking 
forget last night? The memories come rushing back and my craving for dope takes a back seat for a moment. 
| brush my hand across her cheek and whisper her name, "Natalia." 

"Mmmm," she moans, "It's still early.” 

"The guys." | say fearing that someone will wake up and find me with her. 


"So what," she mutters and nuzzles into my chest. 


| realize that none of them would give a fuck, but | still feel the need to hide things. | guess its just ingrained 
into my fucking nature. What can | say? l'm just a closed mouth kind of guy. 


"llim up," | manage to say. She lifts her head and looks to me with a devious grin Her golden eyes twinkle. My 


craving comes back with a vengance. 
"Are you?" She says kind of hopeful as she runs her hand up my thigh. 
"That's not what | meant," | say stopping her hand from going any further. 


She looks at me and her smile fades. | think she might be putting two and two together now. | see her eyes 


scanning me. They settle on my right arm. Her fingers trace my calloused track marks. 
"That time huh?" She asks with disappointment. 


| say nothing as my eyes float away. They search frantically for a bottle. | need something in my system with 
a quickness. Sobriety is just about the most uncomfortable feeling I've ever felt. | don't know how to deal with 
being sober. | don't know what to do with myself. | had gotten fucked up every day of my life for at least the 
last ten years. Sobriety was no longer an option. It wasn't part of my lifestyle. | couldn't cope with all that 
thought and feeling that comes with sobriety. | couldn't be here with heroin eyes like this. | was fucking 
crawling out of my goddamn skin. | was uncomfortable. | was cloudy. Terror seeped into every crevice of my 


broken mind. 


‘Ive gotta fix," | softly say in my shame. 


"Ughhh," she sighs, "just stay with me a while longer.promise to make it worth your while.” Her hand tried to 


grope me again. 


| quickly slither out from under her and sit up on the edge of the sofa. | run my hand across my face briefly 


and reach for my clothes. 
"Come on.lzzy don't go," she complains from behind me. 

| make no reply. 

"Don't you wanna try to finish what you started last night?" 


| look over my shoulder to her pleading fucking gold eyes. My stomach cramps. My muscles twitch. | want a 
fucking fix even more when | see those fucking eyes. | quickly turn away and slip my legs into my jeans. 


‘Izzy... She moans a bit. 


Still | fucking say nothing. How can | tell her that | cant even fucking look at her right now | need to get 
straight so fucking bad. How would she take coming second to my habit? What kind of a fucking fool am | to 
turn down this moment? What kind? A junkie... 

Smack has been my main priority in life for such a long time. Heroin was and will always be my first love. It's 
just like a woman, and a relationship too. That first kiss with her is so great you chase it forever, coming just 
in sight of it but never being able to reach it. There can only be that feeing of a first time one fucking time. 
Hence the expression, ‘first time’. Different batches of dope had different personalities like a woman. Sweet, 
gentle, loving, warm, and safe, or controlling, overpowering, lethal, and psychotic. She wraps you around her 


little finger and you would fucking die for her..Fucking shit.. 
"|. gotta go," | say standing up and pulling up my pants. 


God you've got some real fucked up priorities there Izzy. 


Doubts 


DOUBTS 


| could have taken heroin eyes and made her mine at any given moment | chose. There was no 
misunderstanding about it. She wanted me just as | wanted her. The moment | worked up the balls | could do as 
| wished to her. But the balls was something | was afraid to find. 

In the back of my goddamn mind | know I'm no fucking prize. I'm the fish you should throw back. Sure, l'm a 
decent enough specimen, but what you cant see upon inspection is that I'll give you fucking mercury poisoning 
or e coli or some shit. Point being, there's more to me to consider than that which meets the eye. I'm a junkie. 


Plain and simple. 


God knows | feel something for fucking heroin eyes, but that doesn't make it right. A junkie, such as myself, 
will continually choose to put heroin first over everything. If it comes down to having to make a choice 


between the two | already know which | would choose. My choice is and will always be heroin. 


That's not fair to heroin eyes. She deserved something better. She needed someone that could grow with her, 
her needs and interests, as they changed. | couldn't do that and | knew it. | would never be in a position where | 
should do whats right. A fucking junkie never does what is right. | wanted heroin eyes to have more than this. | 
couldn't offer her anything but my dick, and so far | wasn't even able to offer that. Jesus | wished | 


understood what she saw in me so | could irraticate it. 


| just wanted her to be happy. | wanted her to have a great life. | knew | wasn't the one to give it to her All | 
would bring her would be misery. Eventually she would grow to hate me, they always did. People cant be with 
a jurkie unless they're one too. | certainly didn't want to turn heroin eyes into a junkie, not to suit my own 
selfish needs. That would be beyond wrong of me. 


Yet, for the time being l'm stuck with heroin eyes. Its still six weeks before we get to Texas. What was | to do 
with her until then? If | rejected her she would just go back to screwing all the guys again. | couldn't take that. 


At the same time | was too fucking chicken shit to fuck her. If it wasn't for heroin | know | would have 


already. 


Tapping at the bus door causes me to look up from the vein | was about to spike. | had just got off the stage 
and rushed back here for my ritual after show fix. | stand up and unlock the bus door. | can see heroin eye's 
shadowed sillohette entering the bus. 

"Hey," she smiles to me. 


"Hey," my eyes flutter away from hers. | sit back down and begin tying off my arm. 


"Not so much tonight." | hear her say. 


| know precisely why she doesn't want me to do too much. Shes still practically begging me to fuck her. | want 


to. | do, believe me, but my conscious keeps fucking nagging at me. 

"You ever think about anything besides my dick?" | slightly huff as | plunge the needle slowly into my vein 

| usually didn't shoot up in front of people. This was actually a first for me. Maybe part of me felt like | 
needed to show heroin eyes all the grizzly aspects of being a junkie. Perhaps then she would decide for herself 


that | was fucking toxic. 


Ironically she looks on as this is something she had seen a million times. There is no surprise, shock, intrigue, 


or horror. There's nothing. She seems completely numb to it. 

‘Mmmmm..hard to think about much else," she smiles and bends over to start kissing at my ear. 

"Hello?" | say, "There is a fucking sharp object in my fucking vein here." 

"Sorry," she sighs and moves away. 

She watches as | fiddle the needle around for a good five minutes before | can get a shot of blood back. | inject 
my shit and kick back letting it spread throughout me. Heroin eyes straddles my lap. She takes my face in her 
hands and kisses me so sweetly. | wrap my arms around her and try not to stick her with the needle that's 


still in my hand. My breath draws her in and | give in to the sweet soft feel of her lips. 


| heard the guys talking," she says when our lips part. "We have to be on the road really soon to make it to 
the next gig. So we don't have long." 


| sigh and run my fingers across her hair. She expects me to take her right here right now. The heroin now in 


my veins has other plans. 
"| cant right now," | shake my head, "| need a few hours for this to wear off some.” 


Heroin eyes sighs in disappointment. Dis 
Disappointment is something she needed to get used to. That was all | was capable of giving her. 


She nods with a frown. Good, no argument. Maybe | can give her just enough to keep stringing her along 
without ever having to fuck her. But fuck six weeks was a long ass time to keep torturing myself like this. 
Thank god | was incapable of getting blue balls. Thank you heroin 


Im Fucking Scared 
IM FUCKING SCARED 


In the following weeks, my attempts of keeping heroin eyes on a hook while not giving in were a fucking 
masterpiece. | honestly never knew | could have such a way with chicks. The shit that came out of my mouth 


always put her right where | seemed to want her. 


My mouth more than got itself a work out. All the flowery words and soft kisses to her entire body. | suppose 
I'd fall in love with my ass too if | was on her end. Who knew | could be so fucking charming? | sure didn't. | am 


however thankful. 


But in my endeavors | made another discovery. I'm fucking scared of it too. | didn't think in all my nights of 
heavy petting and making out with heroin eyes that that lack of sticking my dick in her could mean so fucking 
much. It's that longing and build up that | had been missing. | was spinning. When | was with heroin eyes | felt 
whole. | was falling. Falling hard, fast, and completely in love with her. This hadn't been part of the plan. Now I'm 
left scared. 


| guess | had never really been in love before. Before things had always been easier. Everything was more 
black and white. With heroin eyes I'm just a fucking wreck. My feelings jerk forwards and back while circling 
around this desire for her | cant shake. | feel myself struggling to hold composure. | carefully think out every 
word, thought, and action before | do it. It feels like every second with her was better than the last. My mind 
drifts to her a thousand times a day. When | see her | get that nervous teenage tingle in my gut. Yeah, no 
fucking doubt about it.l'm completely in love with heroin eyes. 


Still, my fucking conscious remains ever present in my fucking ear. No Izzy, you cant. No Izzy. No Iz. | haven't 
for a second forgotten who and what | am. | have no romantic notions of changing myself for her. | know | cant 


change. | had tried a dozen times. | always failed. | would forever be a slave to heroin. 


No. My own feelings aside, | knew what | had to do. | had to just for once not be a selfish asshole. | had to get 
heroin eyes to Texas and | had to tell her goodbye. Let her go, its the right thing to fucking do. This | am 


certain of. 


She'll be fine. She will go on with her life and I'll go on with mine, such as it is. | have more than enough 
memories of her to carry with me until more significant memories overshadow them. Leaving her as a 
cherished memory seemed almost sacred. l'm sure I'd find a song in all this somewhere. Maybe in another life | 


can meet her again and be a better me. But this life, its already too far gone to ever turn it around. 


A tear actually comes to my eye. | hadn't cried in so fucking long. | thought that maybe heroin had robbed me 
of tears, maybe paralyzed my tear ducts.| guess not. My eyes scan heroin eyes asleep on my bare chest, 
both of us crammed into my bunk between Slash and Duff. She was the most precious perfect thing to ever 
come my way and | was fucking fucking it all to hell and back. It was my greatest act of self sabotage ever. 


| never wanted anything more. | never needed someone more. | liked me when | was with her. | strive to be 
more than this with her, even though | was certain of my inability to ever get clean. At least she made me 


think about it.right? 


So as you can fucking see, I'm scared to death of this emotional conundrum I've fucking put myself in the 
middle of. | try to stay strong however in my defeat. Just get her to Texas lz. Just fucking do your best to 


make it to Texas. 


The Lone Star State 


THE LONE STAR STATE 


After months of waiting, hours on a bus, thousands of miles of highway, across the country and halfway back 
again, a big blue sign came into view at the edge of the highway. | sighed when | read it's words, ‘Welcome To 


The Lone Star State. Drive Friendly, The Texas Way’. Texas. Finally fucking Texas. 


| glance to heroin eyes sitting next to me as all the guys begin hooting "Yeehaw's at the state line. She seemed 
unhappy. | could definately detect a change in spirit. 


"Welcome home," | softly say. 
She quickly pulls a brave smile to her face and nods, "Yeah, welcome to Texas." 


For some reason | had anticipated a feeling of relief for when we hit the state line. This wasn't what | felt. | 
feel panic come over me. All this time | had been waiting for this shit to be over. Now l'm dreading that it has 


to end. 


The realization of what is happening finally hits me. This is where you have to say goodbye and let her go. For 
all the anticipation | had been building up, for all the patience..now it was back firing. | didnt want to let her go. | 
dint want to tell her goodbye. | loved her. | didnt want it to end. 


"We should be in Dallas in a couple hours," Heroin eyes comments staring past me out the window. 


Dear god | cant breathe. Breathe Izzy. Somehow | manage a little air into my lungs. "That where you get off?" | 
asked. 


"No," she shakes her head, "in between Dallas and Houston" 


| choke back tears. This meant | had about I2 hours left with her. After the show tonight would be my final 
hours with her. | thought | was prepared for this but I'm not. No, not by any means. Dear god help me do this. 
Help me be strong. | know | have to let her go. 


Thank god the junkie in me took over my brain. A fix was what | needed now. | needed this shit to just go away. 
| wasn't to be trusted if | thought too much about this. | know me, being the selfish bastard | am, I'll grab any 
excuse | can find to change my mind. | didn't need to change my mind. Letting her leave was the right thing, 
the best thing. | couldn't allow myself to think about it. | needed a fix. 


Heroin eyes must notice what I'm thinking. She's studying me closely. When | turn to look at her she slowly 
shakes her head. | know she's begging me not to do it. | actually want to do as she wishes. | was running out of 


precious time with her. | kinda wanted to be ‘here’ for it. But | didn't need to change my mind. Fucking fuck! 


What the hell do | do? Breathe.. 


| take in a deep breath and look into her eyes. | look past the color and into the black pupils. | can see my own 
reflection My insides are screaming. | want to just start destroying shit! I'm alive with the natural instinct of 
fight or flight. Do | stay here, with her, semi sober..or do | run like the chicken shit coward | know | really am? 
Run into the arms of my beloved heroin? ??? 


"Please." she softly whispers, breaking my thoughts, and looks down, 


| think | think for what feels to me like an hour. Surprised by myself at my end result. | chose her. | just 
wanted to take her in in these last hours | had had. | wanted it to be nice. | wanted everything to be light and 


casual. It wasn't fucking happening. 


| will my shoulders back into the seat and try to relax. | can see joy spread across her face. | breathe. In. Out. 


Just enjoy her Izzy, you're telling her goodbye and that's fucking final. Breathe. 
"Can we go somewhere maybe when we get to Dallas?" | hear her softly whisper to me. 


Fuck me..does it not ever end? | read through her question. She's saying that it's our last night together She's 
saying we should go somewhere to be alone. She wants me to fuck her. A good bye fuck. God | wanted that. | 
wanted nothing like | fucking wanted that. But it would defeat the entire fucking purpose of the past months if | 
do. | know also that if | do, | might not be able to let her go. | have to fucking let her go.. 


Running Out OF Time 


RUNNING OUT OF TIME 


Show complete in Dallas. Back on the bus listening to the soft whine of it going down Interstate 45. In just a 
few hours we will be stopping in a town called Madisonville. This is where heroin eyes gets off. God I'm running 


out of time with her. 


For some reason on this night all the guys are already asleep in their bunks. This is certainly not a normal 
occurrence. | think they're trying to give me as much privacy as they can on a bus with 6 people. They must 


be giving me a chance to say goodbye to heroin eyes. 

| look to her quietly sitting next to me. Her stare is fixed out of the window, glued to the mileage signs we 
pass every so often Shes been so quiet. Hell, none so fucking quiet as me. The atmosphere surrounding us was 
thick. | was tied in knots and I'm not sure if it was because | was becoming dope sick or because l'm about to 
let the girl | love go. 

| slide my fingers between hers. She turns and looks at me a bit shocked. | will a tender smile to my face. | 
raise our hands to my mouth and softly kiss her hand. She smiles at me and my entire world starts to 
crumble. 


| lean over and brush my lips with hers. She lays her head on my shoulder and slides her free hand into mine. 


This is the last time | will ever get to hold her. l'm not prepared for this to really finally be it. 


Madisonville came far too quickly. It was a small little place. We pulled over at the intersection of Highway 21 
and interstate 45. There's a seedy motel called the Travelers Inn. | go in and get her a room while a roadie 
unpacks her shit. 

As | am walking to her room | force myself to speak. 

"You live around here?"i ask trying my fucking best to get through this. 

"About two hours east. | need to hop a bus to Nacogdoches in the morning. It can hitch from there." 

‘Ill give you money for a cab." 

| hear her start to chuckle. "Does it look like there's any cabs around here? Welcome to the fucking country.” 


l'm shaking. Is it withdrawal? God let it just be that. | know it's not. 


"I think I'm going to miss you," | say as | hand her the key to her room. 


She sadly smiles and nods. "I could always stay," she says biting at her bottom lip. 


God what an idea. | fucking want her to stay. | don't want to leave her her. | don't want her to go. My heart is 
tearing into shreds. The selfish asshole in me wants to walk hand in hand with her back to the bus. 


"You cant," | shake my head. 
"I know," she sighs. She steps up to the door and unlocks it. She opens the door and stands in the dark doorway 
looking at me. Her gold fucking eyes are begging me not to leave her. Fuck this was supposed to be easy. This 


wasn't supposed to fucking hurt this much. | don't know if | can fucking do this shit. 


"Well, if for some strange reason you ever find yourself in this nick of the woods again." She stops her 


sentence 
| look down and nod. | soon feel her lifting my chin up to look at her. 

"Try to not be so hard on yourself lz" 

"Yeah," | sigh trying not to look at her. 

"And | hope you're able to shake the heroin someday" 

| huff knowing that'll never fucking happen. Then she embraces me. | want to fucking die in her arms right 
there. Its time to say goodbye. But the word wont force itself from my throat. Its stuck as my mind tries to 
justify ways +o keep her with me. No Izzy. Let her fucking go man 

"You sure you'll be ok from here?" 


'Izzy..this is my backyard..'m fine." 


"Here," | say reaching for my wallet, "Take some cash." | pull out a fist full of hundreds and shove them at 


her. 
"| cant take all of this Iz." 

"Nah..you take it.Axl never fucking paid you for the fan mail shit anyway" 
"Thanks," she smiled and took the cash. 


We both stand in silence for a moment. Each of us is waiting for the other to say something. | don't know 
what to fucking say. Everything I'm dying to tell her is something | don't need to say. Just say goodbye Izzy. 
| take a step forward and wrap my arms around her. She does the same. | breathe her in one last time. | pull 


away with a fake smile trying to disguise my pain. | give her a gentle kiss on her forehead. 


"I gotta go," | choke the sentence out. I'm fucking doing my best to not let the tears come. This is it. My final 
moment with heroin eyes. My last goodbye. 


"Yeah.see you around some time.|zzy Stradlin of Guns N' Roses." She bravely smiles and let's her arms fall 


from around me. 


"Yeah," | sadly nod. Goodbye heroin eyes. | love you. 


Cold November Rain 


COLD NOVEMBER RAIN 


Open highway had always been one of my favorite fucking things. As the bus leaves that motel in Madisonville, 
Texas | dont feel the joy of the open road. | dont feel anything joyous. | dont want to feel, but | feel too much 
to move. | should just do a fix but | cant. Im frozen. | cant fucking breathe. Cant breathe. Breathe. 


My chest heaves in and out for air but takes in none. | feel the tears streaming down my face. Pounding in my 
chest. Ache beyond ache. Adrennalin courses through me. | grip firmly at the fucking seat. The tears wont 
stop. The pain taking me over wont stop. 


| quickly jump up. "Stop! Stop the fucking bus!" | call out to the driver. 


| cant. | cant go. | cant leave her. | didnt even kiss her goodbye. My thought get interrupted by Axl poking his 
head out. 


"We there?" He drowsily asks. 

"No," | say waiting for the bus to roll to a halt. 

"Where you goin then?" He asks seeing me prepare to get off. 

‘Ill meet you in Houston," | wave and get off the bus. 

| turned and began walking. | walked. Walked and walked. | didnt realize | had waited so fucking long to stop the 
bus. Naturally it would decide to rain. Though the November wind was warm in Texas the rain was fucking cold. 
| had on no jacket. Just black leather pants and a white button down shirt. 

It took me almost 45 minutes to reach the motel where | left her. It took me 45 minutes to realize | couldnt 
let go without feeling her one last time. It took me 45 minutes to start feeling the effects from my last fix 
fading. It was 45 minutes of me trying to talk myself out of it. 45 minutes of internal struggle. 45 minutes 
that in the end put me at her door. 

My breath raced from the walk and the cold November rain that slicked down my hair and plastered my 
clothes to me. | knock nervously at the door. After a moment she opens it. | can see her eyes light up when 
she sees me standing there in the rain. 


"l zzy?" 


There is no need for words. There is no need to tear myself inside out thinking about things. Im fucking here. | 
take a step forward and take her lips with mine. Mmmm that candy sweetness. | wrap her in my ams ard lift 


her from the floor kissing her with everything I've got. | kick the door shut with my boot heel and fall onto 


the bed with heroin eyes's lips suctioned to mine. 


We begin peeling the wet clothes off me. Hers come off too. As Im laying on top of her | can feel my dick 
come alive. Wow, havent seen him in a while. Thought he was broke actually. But in this semi sober moment 
Everything seems too work all too well. | think heroin eyes expected this night to be like very other night we 
had shared naked together. 


She gasps when | slide inside of her. | move away from her lips and look at her. "This ok?" | ask. 
She just nods with a surprised smile and kisses me. 


It had been four months since | had had sex. | was terrified of busting my load with a Duff like quickness, but 
| guess there was just enough heroin lingering in my veins to give me the stamina | needed. Im fairly sure | 


rocked her fucking world. She surely did mine. 


| awoke just before dawn. | quietly got up without disturbing her. | pulled out the motel note pad and a pencil. | 
began writing. | wrote for an hour trying to get it right. This was to be my final ode to heroin eyes. | just 
wanted to get it right. 


Natalia, 


Meeting you will always be one of the greatest things to ever happen to me. You taught me so much in just 
four months. You opened my eyes and made me feel. I'd been numb for so long, then you came in and it all 
changed. 

| wanted to let you go tonight and not look back. | couldnt do it. | couldnt let you go without making love to you 
just one time. 

| wish our time together didnt have to end. I'll never forget you. You will always be in my heart. 


Bye, 
lzzy 


| prop the letter in front of the tv. | take off my favorite necklace and lay it with it. | give one last long look to 
heroin eyes and creep out of her room. | shut the door, and a chapter in my life. | take off walking south 
toward Houston. | smile at my memories of heroin eyes. For the first time in a long time | feel hope. | feel as 


though things might actually be ok. 


THE END 


Alternate Ending 


Author's Notes: 
i would really appreciate some likes, reccomends, n feedbacks. Im so proud of this story. | realize theres a lot 


of fluff on here, some | like, but | just cant write it. 


Alternate Ending. 


| awoke with heroing eyes in my arms. Funny, | dont even feel dope sick. | guess Im riding the high from heroin 


eyes. Mybe she meant moe to me than a fix. Intriguing. 


| dont want to leave her her in this shit hole. | know a worse one awaits her. | love her. | want to be ith her. 


lwant her to leave with me. She's the betterment of me and | know without her Ill be dead in six months. 
"Nat," | nudge her. She stirs a but. 

"Pack your shit, you're coming with me." 

"What? | mean you sure?" 

| cant live without you. Im in love with you." 

"Bt you've resisted me so long? You sure you mean it?" She yawns. 


“Absoluely. | need you. You've changed me and | want to be with you forever. You better me. Please let me 


better you." 


Her delight required no answere. | knew it was a yes. So she packed and went with me to Houston. She never 


left me. 


| got sober for her. | left GNR so we could have a family and live a low key life. | had wishes so much to be 
rid of her. | had fought not to want her. Fought not to love her. But heroin eyes was my heart. She was a 
part of me | didn't want to do with out. 


All in all, we had a good life together, complete with two girls and a boy. The girls being twins. One looked like 
her, the other like me. | have no regrets. My shame and guilt went away the first time heroin eyes ever told 
me she loved me. My doubts disappeared the day she said she would marry me. And the day our child was 


first born, | knew she was meant for me all along. 


the end 


